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In this strain the nurse spoke on, supposing all the while
that Lady Yugao herself was somewhere not far away.
' How shall I tell her ? What am I to say ? ' The same
questions that tormented Ukon's brain during those first
days after the funeral returned to her now with redoubled
urgency. But this could not go on ; it was impossible not
to speak; and Ukon suddenly broke in upon the old nurse's
outpourings : ' Listen !' she said. ' It is no use my telling
you how it happened. . . . But Lady Yugao died a long
while ago/

After this there was silence, broken at last by the agonized
and convulsive sobbing of these three old women.

It was growing dark, and now with lamps lit and offerings
in their hands the pilgrims were about to start for the temple.
The women clung to one another till the last moment and,
still scarce knowing what they did, were about to set out
upon the road together, when Ukon suddenly bethought
herself of the astonishment which her attendants must
be feeling at this strange addition to the party ; moreover
Bugo no Suke had as yet heard nothing of the meeting,
and for the moment the old nurse had not the heart to enter
into a long explanation of what had occurred. The two
parties accordingly separated, Ukon scanning with curiosity
the pilgrims who filed past her into the street. Among
them was a girl, very poorly dressed ; her hair was caught
up in a thin summer scarf, which held it tight but did not
conceal it. In the procession she walked some way ahead,
but even the momentary back view which Ukon was thus
able to obtain convinced her that the girl was not only of
exceptional beauty, but also of a rank in life very different
from that of the shabby pilgrims who tramped beside her.
When at last they anived the service was already in full
swing and the temple crowded to overflowing; for most
of thfc pilgrims in whose company the party from Tsukushi